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W e walk on starry fields of white
And do not see the daisies;
For blessings common in our sight
W e rarely offer praises.
W e sigh for some supreme delight
To crown our lives with splendor,
And quite ignore our daily store
O f pleasures sweet and tender.
w

Our cares are bold, and push their w a y
Upon our thought and feeling;
Then hang upon us all the day,
Our time from pleasure stealing.
So, unobtrusive, many a joy
W e pass by and forget it;
But worry strives to own our lives,
And conquers if we let it.

-

By
Ella Wheeler

Number

There's not a day in all the year
But holds some hidden pleasure;
And, looking back, joys oft appear
To brim the past's wide measure.
But blessings are like friends, I hold,
Who love and labor near us;
W e ought to raise our notes of praise
While living hearts can hear us.

Wilcox
Full many a blessing wears the guise
Of worry or of trouble;
Farseeing is the soul, and wise.
Who knows the mask is double.
But he who has the faith and strength
To thank God for his sorrow,
Has found a joy without alloy
To gladden every morrow.

W e ought to make the moments notes
Of happy, glad thanksgiving;
The hours and days a silent phrase
Of music we are living.
And so the theme should swell and grow
As weeks and months pass o'er us,
And rise sublime at this good time,
A grand Thanksgiving chorus.
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What We
Had To Be
Thankful
for
Fifty Years
Ago
first and probably the last thing
Tto HEIbeshall
say is, we had many things
thankful for fifty years ago.
I wish to speak of this topic from
the viewpoint of a Christian with a
spiritual outlook on life. You that
are here today and can remember
fifty years ago will agree that we had
much to be thankful for, although we
may not always have been as thankful as we ought, but we did not waste
much time murmuring and complaining but put our shoulders to the
wheel and things began to move,
sometimes very slowly. I personally
remember that fifty years ago on
Thanksgiving Day a little child was
sick in our home. The ministry of the
physician and the blessing of the
Lord restored the child and a young
mother and father had much to be
thankful for fifty years ago today.
Fifty years ago announced the restored relations of peace following
the Spanish-American war for which
we were thankful.
Fifty years ago, western Oklahoma
presented a frontier aspect, and living standards of which, no one is
proud. Neither do I think we should
be ashamed of the hardships, handicaps, and privations we endured. We
were thankful for strong bodies, stout
hearts, and undaunted wills, and for
victorious faith that would not accept
defeat. These were gifts from God
for which we were thankful.
Forty years ago there were three
to four times as many people per
square mile as there are now. But
anyone traveling through might
think it was thinly populated, for as
one followed the trail road, little
more than a high center trail, the
houses were sometimes miles apart.
However, a frequent sight was a
stove pipe and smoke just a few feet

ber when Elk City was our nearest
Railroad
point. What an undertaking
Mrs. Elizabeth Smith
it was for the men to haul to market
their corn, wheat, cotton and broom
Bible Conference topic at Red Star corn and bring back coal and other
church, Leedey, Okla., Thanksgiving supplies. There was a system of
wagon yards with two between here
Day 1949.
and Elk City, the one five miles from
Elk City and the other twelve miles.
If the men had an early start, a good
team and no trouble they might arrive in Elk City by nightfall, but
otherwise at one of the wagon yards.
These consisted of a camp house or
cabin where the men could cook and
sleep. Also stables and feed for the
horses, but as these must be paid for,
many preferred to camp on the
prairie in favorable weather, wrapped in a saddleblanket. In cold
weather it was sometimes necessary
to tie the lines to the brake pole and
walk behind the wagon to be shel(Continued on last page)
above a mound of ground. Upon going around to the front you would
find a board front with window and
door, sides and roof of sod, to settlers
known as a dugout. Upon knocking
you would be most cordially welcomed and the food and shelter were
graciously shared with the visitor.
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One of the problems of those days
was transportation. I don't know
exactly when the Railroad came to
Elk City (35 miles away) but I doubt
if it was there fifty years ago, as 1
have heard that the materials for
some of the homes in this vicinity
were hauled from Weatherford, (65
miles away) with team and wagon,
and folks west of us went to Canadian City, Texas (about same distance) for supplies. I well remem-
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Christ, the Mighty One

Editorial
MAKE

HIS

HE Psalmist has given us
TThanksgiving
stimulating suggestion
meditation.

PRAISE

a most
for a
"Sing
forth the honor of His name; make
His praise glorious." I am especially
impressed with this last phrase.
Someone has taken the time to
count and to record the fact that the
word "praise" appears in the Bible
some three hundred times. However,
the great number of invitations to
praise the Lord is found in the
Psalter. It would be a good heartwarming exercise just to read
through the Psalms and note the reasons why and how we should praise
the Lord.
In the exhortation before us the
Psalmist is enjoining us to "make His
praise glorious." How often our expressions of gratitude to God are
empty, formal and perfunctory. Real
praise should be spontaneous, irrepressible, overflowing and continual.
How can we make His praise glorious today?
We make His praise glorious when
we give thanks repeatedly for the
common, everyday blessings of life.
Do we commonly thank God that we
can hear, see, taste, smell and touch;
and know what is good? How often
we say to each other, "I enjoy a good
walk." What a gift it is just to walk
and that without pain. Yes, also the
blessing of enjoying a good meal.
Let us give thanks for the everyday
blessings of life.
The above text reminds us to "sing
forth the honor of His name." We
make His praise glorious when we
sing praises in honor of His matchless name; when we offer prayer in
His name, and hold His name in
reverence. We say with the poet, "Jesus is the sweetest name I know, and
He's just the same as His lovely
name; and that's the reason why I
love Him so, for Jesus is the sweetest
name I know."
We cannot make His name glorious
if we speak unkindly or disrespectfully about any member of the family of God, or take a vaunted and
superior attitude toward others different from us in skin, or culture, or
language. "We cannot praise Him
gloriously with our lips," said a recent writer, "and deny to others, with
our dollars, our pride, our prejudice
and ignorance, the blessings we ask
Him to bestow on us." Too often we
have made our complaints, our mur-

GLORIOUS

murings, and our selfish ambitions
and desires glorious. May this season of the year be a time in which we
will find many specific ways to "make
His praise glorious." May the spirit
of heaviness so prevalent in our time
be exchanged for the garment of
praise.
—/. F. Lady.

Thanksgiving
M. Alice Keefer
Thank thee, Father, thank thee
For thy constant care,
Every day new blessings
For us all to share;
Also every morning
Are thy mercies new,
Falling gently on us
Like refreshing dew.
Thank thee, Father, thank thee,
For thy kindness shown,
Want of food and raiment
We have never known,
Homes of peace and plenty,
Loved ones by our side,
All that heart can wish for
Thou hast well supplied.
Thank thee, Father, thank thee,
For the gracious showers,
And for pleasant sunshine
Growing food and flowers.
All year long thy goodness
Never was withdrawn.
We bow with thanksgiving
Before the heavenly throne.
Thank thee, Father, thank thee,
For thy gift of love,
Christ Jesus our Savior,
All other gifts above,
Through His death and suffering
Sinners are made free,
Thank thee, Father, thank thee
Through all eternity.
Millersburg, Pa.

"And one of the elders saith unto
me,'Weep not: behold the Lion of the
Tribe of Juda, the root <of David, hath
prevailed to open the book, and to
loose the seven seals thereof."
earlier meditation we thought
IingNofANStar",
Christ as the "bright and morna figure of Hope. Today
we think of Him as the "lion of the
tribe of Judah", the figure of
strength. He is likened unto the
king of the forest.
According to the 8th Psalm, when
God was engaged in creating it was
as though it were finger-play; verse
3 reads "when I consider thy heavens the work of thy fingers, the moon
and the stars which thou hast ordained". Creation of the heavens
and the earth were mere finger-play
—a pleasurable pastime.
For a contrast let us turn to Isaiah
53. In this chapter, God is portraying through prophecy the suffering
that will be necessary to provide
atonement for sin. Verse one reads:
"Who hath believed our report and to
whom is the arm of the Lord revealed." While creation of the heavens was finger-play, the struggle with
sin involved the Arm of God Himself,
a symbol of the strength that was
necessary.
Sin drove our fore-parents from
the garden of Eden into the wilderness. It is indeed a pathetic fact that
since then man has been in the
wilderness of sin and from that day
till this "Satan as a roaring lion
goeth about seeking whom he may
devour".
Following his baptism and anointing of the Holy Ghost near the river,
Jordan, Christ's first move was out
into the wilderness. There for forty
days he was tempted of the devil.
This struggle ended with three
vicious thrusts against Christ covering the lust of the flesh, the lust of
the eye, and the pride of life. Thank
God, the lion of the tribe of Judah
prevailed over Satan.
The strength of God was revealed
through Jesus Christ again and again
during his earthly ministry. He
spoke with authority; disease disappeared in His presence, the demons
cringed at His Word and plead to go
into the swine. Death released its
victims from its icy grasp when the
Lion of Judah gave commandment.
Look, with me, at the cross—a
strange thing is about to happen! In
the very midst of that which seems
like ignominous defeat, we suddenly
discover an unusual manifestation of
strength.
(Continued on page six)
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seeing things in relation to and in the
light of eternity.
Have you ever read or heard the
trite saying, "You can't be optimistic
if you have a misty optic"? That
statement is true in the spiritual
realm as well as in the natural.
Here is a good Biblical illustration:
In the days of the prophet Elisha the
king of Syria, who was at war with
Israel, sent an army to take the prophet because he, (that is, Elisha) was
telling Israel's king the secrets of the
Syrian army. You see God was fighting for Israel by revealing to Elisha
every move of the Syrian army. So a
great host of soldiers surrounded the
city where Elisha was staying. When
the servant of Elisha saw this host
of horses and chariots in the morning

You Can Be An Optimist
Avery Musser
{Morning Devotions Broadcast, W C H A - Chambersburg, Pa.)
us take a little time from the
LseeEThurry
and hustle of our lives and
how we face the problems and
perplexities of life. Are we optimistic or pessimistic ? Is it easier to
grumble and complain than it is to be
cheerful and pleasant? Do we always
see the dark side rather than the
bright side? It is said, "If you can't
see the bright side of a thing, then
polish the dull side." Let's answer
this for ourselves—am I able to do
that very thing?
For a Scriptural background, we
call your attention to a verse from
the apostle Paul's writings as recorded in IlCor. 6:10—"As sorrowful, yet
always rejoicing; as poor, yet making
many rich; as having nothing, and
yet possessing all things." Also a
portion from the writings of Peter
found in I Peter 4:12,13—"Beloved,
think it not strange concerning the
fiery trial which is to try you, as
though some strange thing happened
unto you: But rejoice, inasmuch as
ye are partakers of Christ's sufferings; that, when his glory shall be
revealed, ye may be glad also with
exceeding joy."
It does make a great difference, my
friend, how we see things. I know
that to some persons it seems to be
natural and easy to be optimistic
while to others it is just the opposite.
However, I believe that it makes a
vast difference in the life of everyone when they look at life as it was
viewed and as it was seen by the Lord
Jesus Christ, This would include

he exclaimed, "Alas, my master! how
shall we do?"
Now Elisha was an optimist, because of his faith and confidence in a
mighty God. All he does is to ask the
Lord God to help this poor fellow to
see things as they actually are—to
have a clear vision, and behold, he
sees the mountain full of horses and
chariots of fire around about Elisha.
I don't know if Elisha saw this
heavenly protection himself like it
was revealed to his servant, but I do
know that he knew God was taking
care of the entire situation and that
everything would come out all right.
So he just says, "Lord, I pray thee,
open his eyes, that he may see.", and
see he did.
It is a heart made clean and pure
by the precious blood of Jesus that
helps one to see so clearly and distinctly things as they actually are.
And seeing things as they really are
brings into the life the spirit of optimism. The first experience of
divine grace, having our sins forgiven, helps much, but the second
touch, that is having the sin nature
removed, helps more to see things as
God wants us to see them. Remember on one occasion they brought a
blind man to Jesus and requested that
Jesus touch him. After Jesus had
complied with their request and put
his hands on him, he asked him if
he saw anything. The man's answer
was, "I see men as trees walking." Jesus put his hands on him again and
then he saw every man clearly.

Friends, we just don't see clearly
until we have come into personal contact with the greatest optimist that
eve/ walked on this earth—the Lord
Jesus Christ. Truly, it is wonderful
when we can see things in their
proper perspective. That doesn't
mean that we will always fully understand the things that God is leading
us through, but it does mean that
just to know that God is leading—
just to know that he fully and unmistakably sees and understands, is
all that we need to know. Praise the
Lord!
Hence the importance of the second
touch when the Holy Spirit is not
only with the believer, but in the believer. For it is He, the third person
of the trinity, that takes the things of
Christ and makes them known to us.
D. L. Moody aptly illustrates this
in the story of a boy whose parents
took him to Florida to spend the
winter. He returned to his city
home, disgusted with the country he
had been in. It was dull, stupid, and
uninteresting, he said. During the
next few months, however, he was in
charge of a tutor who was an enthusiastic botanist, and he kindled the
boy's interest in his favorite study.
The boy learned about orchids, and
their strange life. His tutor took him
to a conservatory that he might see
some of them growing.
"You should see them in Florida,"
the tutor said, "they are much better
there; but these will give you an
idea."
The boy looked at him in amazement.
"I have been in Florida," he said,
"but I never noticed any of them."
"Perhaps you did not look for
them," the tutor answered; "but
they will not escape you the next
time."
Dear friend, the Holy Spirit is always ready to open the Word of the
Lord to us if we will but give Him a
chance and that's what makes the
difference between the Bible being
a live and interesting Book or dull
and dry. Then, when the Bible is
attractive to us we will in turn glean
and gather from its pages the spirit
of optimism that it contains. Oh,
let's give God a chance at our lives
through His Holy Word.
Note now what this optimistic
viewpoint will do for an individual.
After the day of Pentecost when the
apostles had been filled and thrilled
with the fulness of the Holy Ghost
they were persecuted for their faith
in and for following the Lord Jesus
Christ. Did they murmur or complain? Did they pity themselves and
think they were having such a rough
(Continued on page fifteen)
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is the day of the year that we
dust off annually a picture of the
TpastHIS
for a study of heroism, courage
and spiritual vision of a handful of
worshippers at Old Plymouth. The
American Day of Thanksgiving was
observed first by the Pilgrim Fathers
as a day of remembrance of the way
God had delivered them from peril
and danger, and for the abundant
way in which God had provided for
them a plentiful harvest.
Our founding Fathers felt very
keenly that they owed a debt of gratitude to God, the Giver of every good
and perfect gift, despite the hardships and privations, despite the sorrows and heartaches which they endured. Of the 102 Pilgrims who set
sail on the "Mayflower" only 51 sat
down at the festive board of the next
autumn at the first Thanksgiving
Day. There were 21 men, 4 wives,
one spinster servant, 15 boys and 10
maidens, with more than 90 Indians.
It has been said that this was a day
which the Puritans were going to set
aside for a day of prayer and fasting
for the supplies which they were expecting from the old country. The
supplies came that morning and they
turned the day into a day of thanksgiving or rather giving of thanks/ In
fact this first festivity day lasted
three days.
For the same reason we want to
be grateful to our Heavenly Father
this Thanksgiving season for our
ship has come in also. How good the
Lord has been to all of us! The very
fact that God has kept the breath of
life within us and that He has sustained our heartbeat by day and by
night. He has supplied us with an
abundance of food even while other
countries were famishing. He has'
preserved us from fatal accident and
deadly disease. He has granted us
the privilege of living as a citizen in
this United States with all that that
implies of material prosperity and
civic and religious liberty and cultural opportunity. For all these gifts
and blessings, you and I should say
to our souls, "Oh, give thanks unto
the Lord for He is good, because His
mercy endureth forever."
However, we are not here to try to
get all our thanksgiving expressed in
this one day, and spend the other 364
days asking God for the things we
think we ought to have. As the
weekly Lord's Day is to remind us
that every day belongs to the Lord, so
Thanksgiving Day is to remind us of
our duty and privilege of expressing
gratitude on every day of the year. Is
this not the true spirit of Thanksgiving when our hearts overflow
spontaneously in the simplest lan-
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guage of a heart felt utterance of
gratitude ?
The Apostle Paul had something to
say about this in our above Scripture
lesson, "Making melody in your heart
to the Lord; giving thanks always for
all things unto God and the Father in
the name of our Lord Jesus Christ."
At another place Paul makes a similar statement, "In everything give
thanks: for this is the will of God in
Christ Jesus concerning you." What
a will this is! But if the Father has
willed it, He has also made it possible
in Christ Jesus. For "By Him therefore let us offer the sacrifice of
praise to God continually, that is, the
fruit of our lips giving thanks to His
name."
The Psalmist made a similar statement centuries before our day. He

The True Spirit
of Thanksgiving
/ . F. Lady

Ephesians 5:lh-21

said, "I will bless the Lord at all Paul would seem to say, it'js all 'right
time: His praise shall be continually to be possessed, but be possessed? -v^ith
on my lips." Psa. 34:1
the right Spirit—the Holy Spirit.
Bishop Jeremy Taylor made an inThis phrase "Be filled with Spirit"
teresting comment on this verse. is a climax to a series of prerequisites
"From David," he said, "we learn to found in the immediate context. Begive thanks for everything. Every ginning with the 14th verse of this.
furrow in the Psalms is sown with 5th Chapter of Ephesians we have,
the seeds of Thanksgiving." Sum- "Awake thou that sleepest and arise
marized in these three words we have from the dead and Christ shall give
the true spirit of Thanksgiving— thee light. See then that ye walk
giving thanks always—in everything circumspectly, not-as fools but as :
—continually.
wise, redeeming the time, because the
Our Heavenly Father, who is the days are evil. Be not unwise, but uncommon source of all our blessings, derstanding what the will of
asks for a continuous flow of thanks- the Lord is." And then, "Be not
giving from His children. Is He not drunk with wine wherein is excess
worthy? Shall He not have it even but be filled with the Spirit." Now
let me reiterate these steps a g a i n from us today and everyday?
thou that sleepest, arise from
If now you inquire, what is the Awake
the
dead.
Now that you are awak
secret of attaining unto this life of and alive, walk
or careperpetual thanksgiving, I would an- the will of thecircumspectly
Lord.
Finally,
be
swer, it is revealed in the 18th verse filled with the Spirit.
of our Scripture lesson, "Be not
You will note this command to be
drunk with wine wherein is excess;
but be filled with the Spirit." In this filled with the Spirit is not optional,
verse the Apostle is contrasting the it is an imperative fulness. It is also
pagan's expression of devotion to God an exclusive fulness. We must be
emptied of the self and the selfish
with that of the Christian.
The contrast that is generally spirit if we would be filled with the
agreed here, is not merely between Holy Spirit. And as we shall see a
the wine and the Spirit, it is not so little later it is also ah expressive
much between the instruments, but fulness.
between the states—between two eleThis was what happened to the
vated states, one due to the excite- early church on the day of Pentecost,
ment and riotousness of wine and the "They were all filled with the Holy
other to the inspiration, the enlight- Spirit." That sentence is repeated 25
ment and poise of the Holy Spirit. times in the book of Acts. Someone
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commented regarding this statement,
that it is the greatest sentence in history.
The Holy Spirit is the supreme gift
of Christ to the church; through Him
all other gifts minister. Without Him
it is impossible to have the true spirit
of thanksgiving. For without this
Spirit our lives will lack the quality
of being pleasing to Him and will
lack the power to give thanks for
everything.
We have spoken of the true meaning of thanksgiving and the secret of
attaining unto that kind of a life.
Now we would ask one more question,
what can we expect as the outcome
or the result from the life issuing
from the spirit of perpetual thanksgiving? For thanksgiving is a result,
not a cause. It is a result of man's
observation of what God has done
and what He yet promises to do for
those who meet the conditions of the
Holy Spirit-filled life.
If we really want to give thanks
unto the Lord because He is good,
then we must first of all dedicate ourselves in full and in unreserved, personal loyalty to the service of God.
We must put our faith and trust in
Jesus the Saviour, who gave His life
to redeem us from our sins. Wte must
inquire diligently as to God's Holy
will and make the law of love the
supreme law of our lives.
The deep devotion and gratitude
which naturally flows from a thankful heart is expressed beautifully by
the Apostle in the same portion of
Scripture as referred to above—following immediately after the injunction, "Be filled with the Spirit," he
continues by saying, "Speaking to
yourselves in Psalms, hymns and
spiritual songs, singing and making
melody in your heart to the Lord."
There it is! A singing heart! What
a secret! What a privilege! The emphasis is on the heart "making
melody in your heart" and that unto
the Lord.
A little boy was asked one time
what is thanksgiving? He replied by
saying, " I t ' is the memory of the
heart." We must not suppose we
have discharged our debt of thanks if
we have endeavoured only to live the
good life and say "Thank you" with
our lips, which is certainly basic. But
the genuineness of our thanksgiving
will also be expressed in thoughtful
and liberal sharing with others of the
blessings and treasures of the good
things of life.
• Our first responsibility to others is
to transmit to our children this goodly heritage which is ours. We must
do what we can to fill their souls
through faith in Christ and to dedi-

THE

FAITHFUL

He held the lamp of truth that day
So low that none could miss the
way;
And yet so 'high to bring in sight
The picture fair—the world's great
Light;
That gazing up the lamp between,
The hand that held it scarce was
seen.
He held the pitcher stooping low,
To lips of little ones below;
Then raised it to the weary saint,
And bade him, drink when sick and
faint.
They drank—the pitcher thus between,
The hand that held it scarce was
seen.

cate joyfully their lives to His service.
Furthermore, for all the gifts and
blessings which have been so steadily
and freely bestowed upon us in this
community, we should express our
thanks by generously sharing in the
common interests of worthy causes
and projects so that we might leave
this community better than what we
found it. This spirit of helpfulness
will show itself by an attitude of love,
of kindness, of mutual helpfulness toward one another, no matter what
the color, what our racial background
or on what side of the tracks we were
born.
Finally, our gratitude, if it is full
and true, must express itself by the
generosity wherewith we freely share
with all the peoples of the earth the
good gifts of this life. That first
little Jamestown Colony stretched old
sails from tree to tree and there
gathered with the Indians, forgetting
race, creed and color, in a rush of
gratitude to their common Heavenly
Father, started a Thanksgiving custom which has never lapsed.
That is exactly what true Thanksgiving is: "Real Thanksgiving is the
flowing forth spontaneously and perpetually in the simplest language of
a heartfelt utterance of gratitude to
our Heavenly Father our Creator and
Sustainer, to Jesus Christ our Lord
and Master and to the Holy Spirit
our Comforter and Guide."

PREACHER

He blew the trumpet soft and clear
That trembling sinners need not
fear:
And then with louder notes and bold,
To raze the walls of Satan's hold—
The trumpet coming thus between—
The hand that held it scarce was
seen.
But when the Captain says, "Well
done!
Thou good and faithful servant;
come
Lay down the pitcher and the lamp.
Lay down the trumpet, leave the
camp!"
The weary hands will then be seen
Clasped in the King's—with
naught between!
—Selected.

Bishops and Ministers
plan now
to attend
the
Ministerial Seminar
Messiah College
Grantham, Pa.
January 8, 9, 10, 1952
Look for further details
As oil is to the engine so is humility to service.
Christ, the Mighty One
(Continued from page three)
It was customary for one who was
crucified to suffer for 48 to 72 hours
before finally succumbing in death.
Note the strange fact—after a bit
more than six hours of that terrible
ordeal, we are told, Jesus cried with
a loud voice "It is finished" and then
bowed His head and gave up the
ghost.
Now look at St. John 10:17-18 "I
lay down my life that I might take it
again. No man taketh it from me but
I lay it down of myself. I have power
to lay it down and I have power to
take it again".
(Concluded on next page)
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"-pHAT tired feeling" is the earmark
I of this stomach-ulcer, aspirin age.
Everybody needs a rest. Some try to
take a vacation, and when they return home they need a month to get
over the vacation. There is quite a
fad for reading best-sellers on peace
of mind, peace of heart, peace of soul.
Books on how to relax, how to "let
go", or how to go to sleep take first
place in libraries and display windows.
One wonders whether we have not
overdone the matter until we are a
little lopsided—though still not rested. God has made us for alternate
periods of effort and repose. Some
saints major on effort and some on
repose, and in either case the result is
an unbalanced testimony.
Doubtless in this feverish age we
need to make much of peace with God
and the peace of God, peace which the
world cannot give. We thank God for
the rest He provides here and hereafter for His people. We must come
apart and rest awhile and be still and
know that He is God. Our Saviour invites the weary and heavy-laden to
His rest, and never were men more in
need of it.
But rest and repose are only one
half of Christian experience. We need
a sanctified tension. Nobody ever
amounted to much who was not
keyed-up about something. The relaxed fiddle-string makes poor music.
Our Lord was said to be beside Himself, and the believers on Pentecost
were thought to be drunk with new
wine. Paul impresses nobody as a
glorified vacationist.
We have need of a sanctified tension ; we need to be keyed-up by the
Spirit to do the works of God. Most
of us are wound up in the flesh, fit to
explode with repressed worries and
doubts and fears'. Or again, we
strain and strive with human might
and main and mistake nervous energy for the fullness of the Spirit.
When the Word exhorts us not to
be drunk with wine but to be filled
with the Spirit we are presented with
God's stimulant for His people. We
need to be excited and stirred and
zealous and intense to get anything
done for God. No one thinks of Wesley or Whitefield or Finney or Moody
always worrying about not getting
enough rest. They were keyed-up for
the Lord but they were also keyed-up
by the Lord, which accounts for both
the quality and quantity of work they
accomplished.
Some of the saints today seriously
need a holy tension. They get tense,
all right, arguing their pet doctrines
and grumbling over their pet peeves.
But they need to exchange their wor-

preaching tour of America, preaching thousands of sermons on a fifteen
thousand mile trip. He had peace
within, a mind at leisure from itself
and was owned and operated by the
Holy Spirit to pour himself out to
ripe old age in loving service. Of
course we have different capacities
and must work within certain limitations, but we need to learn that the
rest our Saviour gives is not the rest
of slothfulness but inner rest that
makes us fit for outward service.
—The Alliance Weekly.
Isaiah, the prophet, did not wait
till his name was called to say,
"Here am I, Lord, send me."

Christ, the Mighty One

Keyed-Up
for God
Dr. Vance Havner
ries for God's burden and get
wrought up over something worth
the excitement. Too many believers,
sound enough doctrinally, haunt
Bible conferences, read books galore
and listen to their favorite preachers;
but they have moved in a spiritual
stupor for years. They need to be
shocked into realizing that they are
saving their lives only to lose them,
living in sheltered comfort, feathering their own nests instead of spending and being spent for others.
We could declare a moratorium on
the relaxation angle and profitably
major on getting keyed-up for God.
A Christian leader has said, "I'd
rather try to tone down a fanatic
than to wake up a corpse," and we
can bear better with a brother too
excited than with a flock of drones.
Of course we need not go to either extreme. But one has only to move
among thousands of church members
piddling around with a lot of little
meetings and suppers and dry study
courses to realize how pitifully much
they need to get really on fire for the
genuine issues of the gospel. They
wear themselves out with a round of
worthless little religious chores and
aire too exhausted to rise to do real
business for God.
I have just read that Dr. F. B.
Meyer at eighty made his final

"

(Continued from previous page)
They actually lost their prisoner on
the cross, They crucified Him, it is
true, but then He voluntarily laid
down His life! The circumstance
was so impressive that the Roman
centurion is heard to exclaim:
"Truly, this man was the Son of
God."
Joseph of Arimathaea goes to
Pilate to beg the body of Jesus. Pilate
would not release it until he had
word from the Roman Centurion.
To complete the plan of salvation it
was necessary for Jesus to enter
into death, that through death
He might destroy him who had
the power of death—that is the devil.
They sealed the tomb with a
Roman seal; they placed a guard to
keep the body from being stolen. But
suddenly on Easter morning the
miracle of all miracles takes place—
the greatest revelation of strength
and power breaks forth in resurrection power. We are told in Acts 2:24
"Whom God hath raised up, having
loosed the pains of death because it
was not possible that he should be
holden of it."
My friends, Satan and his kingdom are mighty. As human beings,
we are victims of his brutal force.
But thanks be to God, that while
Satan is mighty, God through Jesus
Christ is Almighty and the Lion of.
the Tribe of Judah has met Satan,
conquered him for us and through
faith and confidence in the finished
work of Calvary we can be more than
conquerors through Him that loved
us. Praise His name!
—/. N. H.
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CHURCH

DIRECTORY

AS SLATED BY THE GENERAL CONFERENCE
Permanent Church Headquarters

Messiah Rescue and Benevolent Home
2001 Paxton. St., Harrisburg, Pa. Tel. 3-9881
Attention of General Conference Secretary

Institutions
E. V. Publishing House, Nappanee, Indiana,
Eld. Erwin W. Thomas, Manager.
JnVbok Bible School, Thomas, Oklahoma.
I r a M. Eyster, President.
Messiah College, Grantham, Fa.
Dr. C. N. Hostetter, Jr., President.
Messiah Home, 2001 Paxton Street,Harrisburg,
Pa., Eld, and Sr. Irvin O. Musser, Steward
and Matron. Telephone 2-7836.
Messiah Orphanage, R. R. 1, Mt. Joy, Pa. Sr.
Mazie Seese, Matron.
Mt. Carmel Orphanage, Coleta, Illinois, Supt.
Eld. Albert Cober; Matron, Elizabeth Schradley.
Niagara Christian College, Fort Erie, North
Ont. Bishop Edward Gilmore, President.
The Christian Bight Press
The merchandising department of Brethren
in Christ Publication Board, Inc.
Nappanee, Ind., Chambersburg, Pa.
Main office: Elizabethtown, Pa.
Clair H. Hoffman, Manager
Upland College, Upland, California.
Dr. H. G. Brubaker, President.

Treasurers of the Church Boards
Executive Board: Harvey W. Hoke. West Milton, Ohio; Canadian Treas., O. L.• Heise,
Gormley, Ontario.
Foreign Mission Board: Carl J. Ulery, 1332
Maiden Lane, Springfield 28, Ohio; Canadian
Treas.: Wm. Charlton, Stevensville, Ontario.
Home Mission: Dale Ulery, 412 Dakota Ave.,
Springfield, Ohio; Canadian Treas., Edward
Gilmore, Lowbanks, Ontario.
Beneficiary: Jacob H. Bowers, Collegeville, Pa.
Board for Schools and Colleges: John M. Book,
247 Euclid Place, Upland, California.
Publication Board: Charles E. Clouse, Nappanee, Indiana.'''
Free Literature and Tract Department: Ray
Zercher, Nappanee, Indiana.
Belief and Service Committee: John H. Hoffman, Maytown, Pa.
Industrial Relations Committee: C. W. Boyer,
Sec'y-, 2223 N. Main St., Dayton 5, Ohio.
Women's Missionary Prayer Circle: Mrs. Oscar
Raser, Sec, 338 6th Ave., Upland, Calif.;
Mrs. Jacob Hock, Treas., 651 Reservoir St.,
Chambersburg, Pa.

FOREIGN MISSIONARIES
India
Saharsa Mission: Saharsa, O. and T. Ry., Bhagalpur District, India. Elder and Sister
Charles Engle, Sr. Leora Toder, Sr. Shirley
Bitner.
Madhipura Mission: Madhipura, O. and T. Ry.,
Bhagalpur District, India. Sr. Anna Steckley,
Elder, and Sr. Arthur Pye, Elder Joe and
Marietta Smith.
Barjora Mission: P. O. Tirbenigan], via Murlinganj, A Ry., North Bhagalpur District.
India. Elder and Sr. William Hoke, Sr.
E r m a Hare.
Monghyr Mission: Mission House, Monghyr,
E. I. Ry., Monghyr District, India. Elder
and Sr. George Paulus, Sr. Effle Rohrer.
Banmankhi Mission: P. O. Banmankhi, A. Ry.,
P u r n e a District, India. Elder and Sr. Allen
Buckwalter, Sr. Beulah Arnold.
Eld. and Sr. A. D. M. Dick, "Trees," P. O.
North Point, Darjeellnc. ladla.

Africa
General Superintendent: Bishop and Sr. Arthur
M. Climenhaga, P. O. Box 711, Bulawayo,
Southern Rhodesia, South Africa.
Matopo Mission: P. B. 191T, Bulawayo, S.
Rhodesia, S. Africa: Elder and Sr. Earl Musser, Elder and Sr. Alvin Book, Sr. Elizabeth
Engle, Sr. Dorothy Martin, Sr. Mary Brenaman, Sr. Anna Eyster.
Mtshabezi Mission, Outstations, Hospital: P.
B. 102M, Bulawayo, Southern Rhodesia, S.
Africa.
Mission: Elder and Sr. D. B. Hall, Sr. Beth
L. Winger, Sr. Mabel Frey, Sr. Fannie
Longenecker, Sr. Anna Kettering.
Outstations: Elder and Sister Chester F.
Wingert.
Hospital: Elder (Dr.) and Sr. Alvan E.
Thuma, Sr. Rhoda Lenhert, Sr. Lula Asper.
Wianezi Mission, Outstations, Bible School:
P. O. Box 5, Filabusi, Southern Rhodesia, S.
Africa.
Mission: Elder and Sr. Roy H. Mann, Elder
and Sr. Bert E. Winger, Sr. Florence
Hensel, Sr. Anna Wolgemuth.
Outstations, Bible School: Elder and Sr. L.
B. Sider, Sr. Anna Engle.
Macha Mission: Choma, Northern Rhodesia,
S. Africa: Elder and Sr. J. Elwood Hershey,
Sr. Verna Ginder, Sr. Ruth Hunt, Sr. Verda
Moyer.
Sikalongo Mission: Choma, Northern Rhodesia,
S. Africa: Elder and Sr. David E. Climenhaga, Sr. Anna Graybill, Sr. Edna Lehman,
Sr. Annie Winger.
Missionaries on Furlough
Sr. Naomi Lady, R. 2, Mechanicsburg, Pa.,
c/o H. H. Mann.
Sr. Martha Kauffman, 411, 13th St. Abilene,
Sr. Mary C. Kreider, Campbelltown, Penna.
Sr. Ethelda Eyer, Third Avenue, Upland, Cal.
Sr. Emma Rosenberger, 300 Railroad Ave.
Souderton, Penna.
Bishop and Sr. H. H. Brubaker, Grantham,
Pa.
Sr. Anna Steckley, Gormley, Ontario.

HOME MISSIONS
Rural Missions
AlUsonia, Virginia (Parris Mines) John and
R u t h Schock, Ida Lue Hane.
Bloomneld, New Mexico (Brethren in Christ
Navajo Mission) c/o Blanco Trading Post.
Isaac and Nina Schmucker, Rosa Eyster,
Dorothy Charles, Clara Meyer.
Hollidaysburg, Pa. (Canoe Creek Mission),
R. D. 2 Box 259A; Hollidaysburg, Telephone
—51319; Paul and Esther George.
Kentucky—Elam Dohner, Superintendent.
Pairview Station, Ella, Ky. Elam and Helen
Dohner, Esther Ebersole.
Garlin, Ky. Daniel and Marian Hoover,
Elizabeth Hess.
Knifley, Ky. Eli and Ruth Christener, Katie
Rosenberger, Ruby Clapper.
Meath Park Station (North Star Mission)
Saskatchewan, Canada. Arthur and Verna
Heise.
Saxton, Pa. Marion Walker, Pastor, Viola
Miller, Florence Faus.
Tillsonburg
(Houghton Mission),
Ontario,
Canada.:
Telephone — Glenmeyer
22-14;
Myrtle Steckley, Ruth Steckley, Ruth Keller.
Progmore: Alonza Vanatter, Pastor.
Houghton Center: Basil Long,
Pastor,
Langton, Ontario, Canada.

Harrisburg
(Messiah Lighthouse Mission)
1175 Bailey St. Harrisburg, Pa; Telephone—•
Harrisburg 26488; Joel Carlson, pastor;
Faith Carlson, Elizabeth Kanode, Beulah
Lyons, Grace Robb.
Massillon (Christian Fellowship Mission)
118 South Avenue S. E. Massillon, Ohio;
Telephone—2-3804; Eli Hostetler, pastor,
Lydia Hostetler, Minnie Bicher.
Philadelphia Mission: 3423 North Second
Street, Philadelphia 40, Pa.; Telephone—NE
4-6431; William Rosenberry, pastor, Anna
Rosenberry, Anita Brechbill, Erma Hoke.
San Prancisco (Life Line Gospel Mission)
224 Sixth Street, San Francisco 3, Calif.;
Residence—311 Scott St. San Francisco 17,
Calif.; Harold Paulus, pastor, 313 Scott St.;
Janna Goins. Edith Davidson, Edith Yoder.
Telephone UNderhill 1-4820.
Stowe Mission: 527 Glasgow Street, Stowe, Pa.
Telephone-Pottstowr.
1211J; Cletus and
Catherine Naylor.
Wellana Mission: 36 Elizabeth Street, Welland, Ontario, Canada.; Telephone—3192;
Earl Bossert, pastor; 268 Potomac St.,
Buffalo, N. Y.; V. Pauline Hess, Anna Henry.

i —«w •
Mission Pastorates
A complete listing of the Mission
Pastorates appears quarterly in the
Evangelical Visitor with the Missionary Supplement.
RADIO BROADCASTS
CHVC, Niagara Falls, Ontario
1600 Kcs.
"Call to Worship Hour"
Each Sunday 9:00-9:30 A M .
CKPC, Brantford, Ontario
1380 Kcs.
"Brethren in Christ Hour"
Each Sunday 2:00-2:30 P. M.
WMPC, Lapeer, Michigan
1230 Kcs.
First Thursday of every month
12:00-1:00 P.M.
Every Tuesday—transcription
3:00-3:30 P. M.
KOCS, Ontario, Calif.
1510 Kcs.
"Morning Melodies"
Each Sunday 10:00-10:15 A.M.
WCHA, Chambersburg, Pa.
800 Kcs.
"The Gospel Tide Hour"
Each Sunday 7:30-8:00 A.M.
WCHA, Chambersburg, Pa.
800 Kcs.
"Gospel Words and Music"
Each Saturday 12:35-1:00 P.M.
WNAR, Norristown, Pa.
1110 Kcs.
"Gospel Words and Music"
Each Sunday 2:30-3:00 P.M.
WLBR. Lebanon, Pa.
1270 Kcs.
"Gospel Words and Music"
Each Saturday 12:35-1:00 P.M.
WKJG, Fort Wayne, Indiana
1380 Kcs.
"Gospel Words and Music"
Each Sunday 8:00-8:30 A.M.
WAND, Canton, Ohio
900 Kcs.
"Christian Fellowship Mission"
Each Sunday 12:30-1:00 P.M.
WPFB, Middletown, Ohio
910 Kcs.
"Gospel Lighthouse Hour"
Each Sunday 8:00-8:30 A.M.
WBUX, Quakertown, Pa.
1670 Kcs.
"Sunday Bible Hour"
Each Sunday 12:30-1:00 P.M.
WLXW, Carlisle, Pa.
1380 Kcs.
"The Verse for the Day"
Each Sunday 8:05-8:20 A.M.
WLBR, Lebanon, Pa.
1270 Kcs.
"The Living Hope Program"
Each Saturday 2:00-2:30 P.M.
WVAM, Altoona, Pa.
1430Kcs.
"Youth Crusaders Hour"
Each Sunday 8:30-9:00 A. M.
KFGQ, Boone, Iowa
1260 Kcs.
"Gospel Hour Broadcast"
Sun., 9:00-9:30 A.M. & Thurs. 4:15-4:45 P.M.

City Missions

Buffalo Mission: 25 Hawley St., Buffalo 13.
N. Y.; Telephone GRant 7706; Harry and
Katie Buckwalter, Evelyn Frysinger.
Chicago
Mission:
6039 Halsted
Street,
Chicago 21, Illinois; Telephone—-Wentworth
6-7122; Carl J. Carlson, pastor. Avas
Carlson, Alice Albright, Sara Brubaker,
Grace Sider.
Detroit (God's Love Mission) 1524 Third Ave.,
Detroit 26, Michigan: Residence—3986 Humboldt. Detroit 8. Michigan; Telephone—Tyler
5-1470: H a r r v Hock, pastor: Catherine Hock,
Ruth Delhi, E v a Mae Melhorn.

---. " .,

Not what we have, but what we use;
Not what we see, but what we
choose:
These are the things that mar or bless
The sum of human happiness.
—Joseph Fort Newton

November 12, 1951
Program for Ministers Seminar
to be held at Messiah College

Weddings
YOtTNCr-PEOKMAlir — Brother Clyde Young
and Sister Wilma Peckman, both of rural
Chambersburg, Pa., assumed the matrimonial
vows in a wedding ceremony on Saturday
afternoon, October 6. Brother Young is the
son of Brother and Sister Myers Young,
Chambersburg. Sister Young is the daughter
of Brother and Sister John Peckman. Chambersburg. The scene of the ceremony was the
Chambersburg Brethren in Christ Church.
Bishop Charlie B. Byers united the couple in
marriage. May divine guidance illuminate the
pathway of Brother and Sister Young in the
coming years. They will reside on R. 3, Chambersburg.

Births
X.ATTVER—Mr. and Mrs. Clair Lauver are
the happy parents of a little girl, Diane
Marie born October 1. Mrs. Lauver was the
former Thelma Ward.
MILLER—Carl Irvin Miller, Jr., came to
bless the home of Brother and Sister Carl
Miller of Woodbury, Pa., September 29, 1951.
SWARTZ—September 17, a little girl, Diane
Louise, came to bless the home of Mr. and
Mrs. Kenneth Swartz of Mifflintown, Pa. Mrs.
Swartz was the former Pearl Oberlin.

• January 8, 9, 10, 1952

Evangelistic Slate
Messiah Home, Pa
Nov. 11-25
Elder John A. Byers, Evangelist
Pequea, Pa
Beginning Nov. 4, 1951
Evangelist, Paul McBeth
Zion, Kansas
Nov. 4 through Nov. 25
Evangelist, Elder Ray Smee, Clinton, Okla.
Martinsburg, Pa
Nov. 25
Evangelist, Elder Joseph Vanderveer
Cedar Grove, Pa
-...Nov. 18, 1951
Evangelist, Bishop Henry Schneider
Palmyra, Pa
Nov. 18-Dec. 2
Evangelist, Elder Elam O. Dohner
Free Grace (Millersburg)
Nov. 25-Dec. 16
Evangelist, Elder John Rosenberry

December is "Visitor"

Obituaries

Month!

LADY—Mary Olive Frey Lady, daughter of
Mary Hershey Frey, was born in Lee County,
Illinois, May 29, 1870, and departed this life
peacefully, October 15, 1951, at 11:30 a.m., at
the home of her son Luther, in Abilene,
Kansas, at the age of 81 years, 4 months, and
16 days.
She came to Kansas with her parents from
Iowa in a covered wagon seventy-four years
ago. Most of her life was spent in Dickinson
County.
On December 31, 1889, she was married to
Samuel J. Lady. Eleven children came to bless
this home. I/jur of them preceded her in
death. Sherman Stanton, the eldest, and Emma
Lois, the youngest, died in infancy. Harvey
Calvin, the second son died while serving as
a missionary in Africa, December 7, 1920.
Anna Zelma Hoover, the eldest daughter died
January 1, 1927.
After 44 years together, her husband died
on May 14, 1934, a t Grantham, Pennsylvania,
where they had spent the winter with their
daughter Eunice and her husband.
The surviving children are George Luther.
Minnie Gladys, wife of Earl Engle, Cornelius
Adam, all of Abilene, Kansas. Eunice Mary,
who with her husband', Norman Wingert, is
engaged in Relief work in Vienna, Austria:
Samuel Anderson of Dallas Center, Iowa, Jesse
Frey of Upland, California, and Paul Revere
of Thomas, Oklahoma.
Surviving also are three brothers and three
sisters: John Frey, Canon City, Colorado:
Christian and Lawrence Frey of Abilene.
Kansas; Mrs. Mable Engle, Upland, California:
and Mrs. Jessie Ketterman, Abilene, Kansas.
Twenty-seven grandchildren and twenty-four
great-grandchildren and many other relatives
and friends survive.
She was converted early in life and was a
faithful and loyal member of the Brethren in
Christ Church. Her happy, victorious life and
testimony will be a sacred memory to all who
knew her. Her devotion was deep and strong
as a wife, as a mother, as a friend and as a
Christian. .She carried a deep concern for the
spiritual welfare of her children, grandchildren, neighbors and friends.
Much of her time in her later years was
spent in reading and memorizing the Scripture
and in meditation and prayer.
Funeral services were held October 17, a t
the home of Luther Lady with Rev. G. E.
Whistler in charge followed by a service a t
the Zion church with Bishop M. M. Book
officiating assisted by Bishop M. G. Engle.
Six of her seven grandsons were pallbearers.

Watch the next issue for
details on the Free Renewal
Plan. Many of our readers'
subscriptions are coming
due in the next few weeks.
But whether yours is due or
not, you will want to find out
out how you can have your
subscription renewed without paying the usual $2.50
renewal rate for one year.

MTSHLER—Amanda (Bare) Smith Mishler,
daughter of Christian and Nancy Bare was
born June 13, 1870, in Union Township and

Watch for details in next
issue!
departed this life August 22, 1951. Aged 81
years, 2 months and 9 days. She was married
April 18, 1895, to Franklin Smith, who preceded her in death on February 22, 1932. On
March 8, 1939, she married Alpha Mishler.
This union was a blessing and comfort to
them.
She was converted and united with the
Brethren in Christ Church of which fellowship she remained a faithful and consistent
member. She served as deacon's wife with
both her present and late husband. The church
will always remember with deep appreciation
those many years of Christian service.
Surviving are her husband; two sons: Joy
of Churubusco and John of New Paris, Indiana; two daughters: Mrs. Lloyd Hurst of
New Paris and Mrs. Orville Teeter of Nappanee; four step-daughters: Mrs. Harvey
Stump, Upland, California, Mrs. Isaac Krull,
Milford, Mrs. Diver Mishler of Goshen and
Mrs. Herman Geisler, Fond Du Lac, Wisconsin,
and a foster daughter, Violet Berkey. Other
survivors a r e : one brother, four sisters and
30 grandchildren and 41 great-grandchildren
and one great-great-grandson and a host of
friends. We believe our loss to be her eternal
gain.
Funeral services were held at Union Center
Church of the Brethren. Bishop Carl G. Stump
and Elder Jesse W. Hoover officiated. Interment in the adjoining cemetery.

Theme—
"BUILDING THE CHURCH"
(Matt. 16:18)
Tuesday
Afternoon
1:30 Ministers Fellowship
Chairman in charge
Building The Church Through—
2:00 The Preacher
Howard Sugden
3:00 An Adequate Plant
Carl Ulery
Evening
7:00 The Young People
Paul McBeth
8:00 Revival
Howard Sugden
Wednesday Morning
9:00 The Pastor
Samuel Wblgemuth
10:00 Youth
Howard Sugden
11:00 Preaching
Jesse Lady
Afternoon
1:30 Devotion
Edward Gilmore
2:00 The Preacher
Howard Sugden
3:00 Prayerful Planning
Henry Ginder
Evening
7:00 The Layman
Paul McBeth
8:00 Revival
Howard Sugden
Thursday
Morning
9:00 The Pastor
Samuel Wolgemuth
10:00 Youth
Howard Sugden
11:00 Preaching
Jesse Lady
Afternoon
1:30 Questions
E. J. Swalm,
Charlie Byers,
and Henry Miller
2:00 The Sunday School
Clarence Boyer
3:00 Prayer
Howard Sugden
The Pulpit—A Throne of Power
E ARE suffering today from a
W
weak pulpit and
pointless
preaching. We have clever speakers
but few prophets; we have too few
fearless speakers for God and the
truth. We have the best-paid and
best-educated ministry but too much
of it is popular, flabby and insipid
and stirs neither heaven nor hell.
We sadly lack men to whom the
pulpit is a throne of power; we have
too many flying kites of superficial
thinking instead of men of tire whose
utterances burn and whose sermons
scorch the wicked. We have too many
who coddle the saints and fail to collar the sinner. The American pulpit
needs a great awakening! —George
W. Ridout.
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With the Church
In The Homeland
ROXBURY REPORTS ON CAMP MEETING
We are glad to report a meeting of victory and blessing this year again as the
Lord's presence was manifested among us.
The prayer warriors as well as the speakers came to the camp with the burden of
the work at heart.
The ministry of the word by Bishop R. I.
Witter, Elder Elwood Flewelling and others
was inspiring and uplifting and enjoyed by
. all who attended. May the Lord bless each
one for their faithfulness in expounding the
word of God is our prayer. Many souls
were helped to a deeper experience in the
Lord. We hope through the coming days
they will be faithful in letting their light
shine in their home communities that others
may be pointed to the Lamb of God which
takes the Sin of the world.
With the new tabernacle accommodations
for the children, we were blessed with a
large attendance of children. Manyt were
saved, one hundred eleven having knelt at
the altar of prayer.
The burden of our heart is that the Lord's
blessing may remain on the camp' as we
humbly walk with him.
We want to thank all who helped in any
way to make this meeting a blessing.
Will you pray that the Roxbury Camp
may continue to be a place where hungry
hearts will find their needs met, and where
souls will be fed and edified.
Plan to enjoy the camp next year, August
2 to August 10, 1952.
The engaged workers are: Elder John
Rosenberry, Evangelist, Elder O. U. Herr,
Bible Teacher, Harold Scheidel, Song leader, and the Henderson Sisters as special
singers.
Humbly submitted,
Arthur C. Zook, Secretary
Beulah Chapel, Springfield, Ohio
Greetings in Jesus' name! Again we can
say the presence of the Lord has been with
us, and that his grace is sufficient, July
30 marked the beginning day of our first
Daily Vacation Bible School, it was a huge
undertaking. It was held each evening from
7 to 9 o'clock. The Sunday School buses
gathered up the children that came from a
distance. Our first night the' attendance
was 146 and ending the last night with 246
present. Our total attendance for the 10
days was 2061. Our Sunday School Superintendent and his wife, Brother and Sister
Glendon Snider, made 250 plaques, which
the older boys and girls painted with water
colors. Also the older boys made bird
houses for another project. The children
showed a great enthusiasm and an outstanding part, which seemed worth all the
work, was the fact that the children learne'd their Bible verses so well. At the closing
of the school, on Sunday morning, a program was given for the parents, letting the
children recite many things that they had
learned during the Bible school. After the
program, all were invited down to the basement of the Church to see all of the pro-

jects that the children had participated in
and each child was allowed to take home
with him the articles that he had made.
The Primary department's offering was
$21.14, while the Junior-Intermediate's
offering was $54.36, all of which was sent
to the Navajo Mission Station in New
Mexico.
On September 2, Brother and Sister Owen
Alderfer took oven the Pastoral duties of
our Church with a very impressive service.
God bless them for their willingness and
interest they manifest in all they undertake. Since their coming to us, our young
people's group is growing fast. Several
young people have knelt at the altar after
the Sunday evening preaching services and
were saved, with some giving a ringing
testimony, for which we thank the Lord.
Brother Alderfer has conducted several
groups of our young people in neighborhood visiting in the evening, and inviting
those who haven't a Church home to come
and worship with us. We are seeing results.
Our Sunday School picnic was held at
Bryan Farm again this year on Saturday,
September 8. The day started out very
chilly but ended a wonderful day for the
occasion.
On Sunday* evening, October 14, Rev. C.
C. Thomas from the Haven of Rest Rescue
Mission of Akron, Ohio, was with us and
gave some of the interesting points about
their work there. He ended with a wonderful evangelistic sermon and many went to
the altar. May God bless Brother Thomas
in' his work with the alcoholics and his
ministry over the air.
Sunday, October 21, marked the beginning of broadcasting our Sunday School
services over Radio Station WJEL 9:30 to
10:00 a.m. direct friom the Church. It is
confined to the Sunday School children and
young people with Brother Carl Ulery
giving a short talk on the Sunday School
lesson. We trust that this will be the
means of drawing some other souls to God
who cannot attend a Church service, or
encourage those who might already know
the Lord.
As we look to the Lond for his guidance
from day to day let us all pray one for
another. We feel we are in the last few
minutes before the midnight hour, so let us
be in much prayer that we will be willing
and obedient until the end.
—Gladys Pitzer.
Palmyra Church, Pa.
August 5. A lesson on Bible Characters
were the topics discussed by the Manor
young people who with a Male Quartette
gave the evening program during the Christian Workers' Hour. Rev. John Zercher
preached the evening sermon.
August 15. In the mid-week prayer service, Sister Ruth and Brother John Schock
told their many friends and relatives about
their conversion and sanctification experiences and of God's leading them into Mission work in Virginia. Rev. John Martin

from the Shenks Church read the opening
Scripture and led in prayer. Rev. Harvey
Ebersole expressed the appreciation of the
congregation to Brother and Sister Schock
for .their faithfulness at Palmyra and presented a gift of money to them, given by
the Congregation, toward the purchase of
a deep freeze. The dedication service was
held the following Sunday evening with
Bishop Titus Books in charge. Bishop Henry
Brubaker was present and preached the
evening message.
Sunday morning, August 19, Sister Nancy
Kreider gave an object lesson to the children after the lesson period using the
flannelgraph board to tell the story of
Moses.
August 26. Our hearts were prepared for
the Harvest Praise service as we opened
thejmorning service by singing "All Praise
to Him." Rev. Harvey Ebersole read the
one hundred sixteenth Psalm and Rev.
Simon Bohen preached from the text found
in verse eleven of the sixty-fifth Psalm.
There was a period of testimonies from
thankful hearts. The offering was given to
the Florin Orphanage.
September 2. After the Sunday Class
session Brother Ammon Funk—a member
of the building committee gave a report on
the building project. The basement has
been excavated to make room for classes.
A new furnace has also been installed.
Brother John Schock gave a report of what
they expect to be doing in the future at the
Virginia Mission.
Mary Kreider gave a short talk to the
young people concerning the giving of
themselves wholly to the Lord.
Evening services were withheld because
of young people's conference at Harrisburg
and evangelistic services at Stoverdale.
Sunday morning, September 9. Brother
Edward Hackaman gave some experiences
of his summer's mission activities. He is
planning to assist the pastor at the Detroit
mission in the near future.
September 16. Brother Wengert a member of the Sunday School board was present
in our morning service and gave a short
talk encouraging the Sunday School in its
Sunday School program.
At a former business meeting, Palmyra
decided to enter the "Forward" contest and
a committee composed of three members
was appointed by the Superintendent to
formulate plans. Brother John Engle, chairman of committee gave reasons why we
should enter into the "Forward" contest
and asked for cooperation of all families to
do their best.
Sunday night, September 16. Rev. Samuel
Wolgemuth showed too half-hour films; one
of our mission work in India and the other
of life on the Island of Formosa. He also
preached a short message challenging us
with need of the gospel message at these
places.
September 19. The Women's Missionary
Prayer Circle had charge of mid-week services. Sister Mary Kreider had charge of
devotions and read reports from various
mission fields of petitions, thanksgiving and
praise. We were happy to have Sister
Naomi Lady to speak to us also. Prayer
requests were given to each one and there
were periods of prayer in behalf of these
requests.
September 3d. Rev. Paul McBeth encouraged the Sunday School to enlarge their
work at Palmyra by "everyone bringing
one" in an illustrated talk following class
period.
—Mrs. H. S. L.
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On The Foreign Field
A VISIT TO THE ZAMBEZI
Anna Graybill
Ever since I came to Sikalongo Mission
on August 1, 1948, I've had a longing to
get across the Zambezi Hills behind the
mission to see what is beyond. The Africans
always laughed when I told them that I
wanted to go down that way by bicycle.
They told me I could not do it, since the
hills are very steep.
Many times we see Valley people coming
to our hospital for treatment, or only passing through the mission, and we can always
recognize them by their dress. The women
are dressed in barkstring skirts or small
goat skins. They wear many bracelets on
their arms and legs, making a jingling
sound as they walk, and strings of beads
around their waists. Their noses and ears
are pierced and some have sticks through
their noses and many little wires in their
ears. Their bodies might be covered with
red ocher, which they also use to beautify
their hair; it makes it matted. The babies
and small children that are beginning to
walk do not have any clothes. The men are
better! dressed than the women; they wear
European shorts and shirts, perhaps because most of them have been forced to
work and earn money building a road to
the valley.
Since Edna Lehman and I were of one
mind about reaching 'the Valley, we made
arrangements to go over our school vacation. We went to Jembo Mission, a Pilgrim
Holiness Mission, about forty miles north
of Sikalongo. From there we were taken to
the valley by Mr. and Mrs. Blann, who
opened a new mission station there, only
one year ago. In order to tell the rest of
my story I'll enlarge upon my diary.
Monday, July 2. Edna, Brother Blann and
I left Jembo at 3 o'clock p.m. What a
long journey it was until we arrived at
Chababoma Mission at 7:00! We went over
about seventy miles of hill and dale. Even
though it was all up and down hill, there
must have been more "down" than "up"
because we went from almost 4500 feet
above sea level down to the Zambezi River.
The mountain scenery along the way was
beautiful. It reminded me of Beautiful pictures that one finds in travelogs. The last
thirty miles was travelled over the section
through which the government road had
not yet been completed. It was amazing
how the Jeep vanette went down into those
ravines and up the otherl side without taking a somersault!
It was dark when we reached Chababoma
Mission and we were weary, hungry and
sleepy. After a delicious meal of Zambezi
River fish which Sister Blann had prepared
for us, we chatted and went to bed for..a
good night's sleep.
Tuesday, July 3. When I looked out the
small window of our little two-room, mud
house, I saw four, eyes looking eagerly toward our house. They were those of the
two Blann children, Rose Marie and Paul.
I knew they were eager to see their visitors
that they had not seen before they went to
bed the previous night. I'm sure they experience lonely hours, being away from
other Eunopean children.

It was a great joy to know that we had
at last reached the valley. From the house
we could look South and see the water of
the Zambezi about one-half mile away.
The Blann family was living in a small
but temporary, unburned brick house. They
were living under crowded conditions, but
had pleasant1 anticipation of soon moving
into a roomy ', unburned brick house which
was not yet completed. (Since then, we
heard that they've moved into the house,
but are using planks covered with grass as
a roof to protect them from the hot sun
until their roofing material is available.)
Between 10 and 3 o'clock Edna and I
thought the heat was unbearable and wondered how we'd stand another day of it.
Edna helped Sister Blann in the dispensary
in the morning and I entertained the children.

Life in the Zambezi Valley
In the afternoon, Blanns took us to a
place down the river about two miles where
there were many crocodiles. Brother Blann
shot at it as soon as he saw a black spot
out in the river. We think that two were
killed because of the way the water appeared. All along the river bank we saw
gardens of mealies. The people dug holes
about eight inches deep and planted about
ten grains in each hole. They seem to think
that at least one or two might reach maturity. Much harm is done by the Hippopotamuses when they come up onto the
bank at night, to eat the corn stalks off.
They leave huge footprints in the mud.
Three men, who had been hoeing their
mealies, came and helped watch for crocodiles. One took Edna and me for a ride on
the Zambezi in his long, neatly-carved boat
made out of a tree trunk. I was careful
to keep my hands and feet inside the boat,
for it was only! about one year ago that a

woman was brought to Sikalongo minus a
hand which a crocodile had snapped off
while she was washing her cooking pot in
the Zambezi! As we watched the sun go
behind the hills, and as the sky lit up with
beautiful colours, our hearts were overjoyed
by the beauty of God's handiwork. Such
beauties of nature are overlooked by most
Africans; they live with them daily and
know nothing of appreciation for them.
Wednesday, July 4. Our plans to take a
bicycle ride to villages failed due to a call
for medical aid. Word came that a woman
in the nearby village had given birth to
twins during the night and was having
some difficulty. Sister Blann, Edna, the
native nurse and I went by car to the village. We found the babies dead; they may
have had a fair chance of living, had the
nurses been called the previous evening.
There the mother sat on the ground floor,
with many women around, yet not being
taken care of. Her dead babies were on
the ground before her. As Edna went about
caring for the mother, she was kept busy
shooing away a hen with about six day-old
chicks. Outside the hut were gathered all
the village people. The women were smoking and passing around their gourd pipes
in which water gurgles as they inhale. I
had the best time talking to them in my
meager Chitonga. I tried to tell them that
smoking was not good for them. They
offered a pipe to me so that they might
prove that it really wouldn't hurt me! I'm
sure they knew I'd refuse! One can see
darkness on every hand in these villages.
Blanns entertained us in the afternoon
by taking us to some hot springs, where
we boiled an egg in a few minutes, and one
of the teachers had a few minnow-sized fish
which he wrapped in a corn husk and cooked. It didn't take long for the meat to
simply fall apart.
Thursday, July 5. Bicycles were given to
us, and, with a teacher as our guide, we
went to Chief Chipepo's village. It was a
huge village, but very few people were to
be seen. The men were working on the
road, I suppose. A group of about eleven
women was getting water from a hole
which they dug in the river bottom, a
river which flows into the Zambezi during
the rainy season. It is perfectly dry now,
but water comes up out of the sand when
they dig about one foot. The women were
carrying the water to use in mudding the
walls of a new hut in their village.
Another outstanding visit came in the
afternoon when we were taken to Chilindi
Village where no car had ever been, that
is, as far as Blanns knew. The people just
stood and gazed at us. Of course, we did
at them. too. It was a huge gathering and
we wondered just why there were so many
people until we discovered a girl in the
group with her head covered, only her eyes
showing, and her body covered with red
ocher. She was highly decorated with
beads. We asked them whether she was a
bride, and we were told that they were
gathered for a wedding feast. It was all
very interesting. None of the children were
afraid of us, so that we couldn't help but
be surprised. The truth of the matter was
that there had not been contacts- with the
whites and the mothers there had not yet
begun to tease their children by saying,
"The white man will get you!"
Friday. July 6. We left Chababomo Mission at 7:30 in the morning and spent five
hours going to Jembo Mission. We went
rather leisurely, stopping for Brother Blann
to shoot at the baboons that ran ahead of
the car, and some big birds that got away
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from him without being harmed! We also
stopped to see some fresh elephant tracks
across the road.
We felt that our stay in the valley was
all too short. It was such a pleasure reaching the area that Brother Taylor reached
in his valley visits. Our hearts were touched by the lack of interest and understanding
these people have of the Word of God.
Edna and I saw much work to be done.
Even though we are unable to visit those
people regularly, many of them visit Sikalongo. They frequent the hospital and,
year by year, more boys come from there
to our boarding school. I can now see why
Brother Taylor felt this to be a good place
for a mission station. I t is within reach of
many who are yet living in spiritual darkness, many that we also want to reach.

sionary doctors and nurses as well as other
Christian nurses make up the staff.
As the nurse on duty at time of my
departing from the hospital helped me to
the "dandy"* awaiting me outside the door,
my eyes filled with tears in gratitude for
the loving service rendered me while there,
not being able to express my gratitude in
words. God will reward each faithful servant of His and will not forget.
So glad we can be numbered among the
faithful, for this I need God's constant help
and your prayers.
Yours for Christ,
—M. Effie Rohrer.
*A dandy is a sort of a chair used for
conveyance, carried by four men.

From India
Landour, Mussoorie
September 6,1951
Dear Readers of the "Visitor,
Greetings in Jesus' name. Just one month
from the above date, I was entered into
the Landour Community Hospital for an
operation that I was entirely blind to its
need, when I left Monghyr just a few days
over a month before. The next day the
operation was to take place. As I was
meditating on the things of God, Romans
11:33 came to my mind and brought great
consolation and comfort to my heart. "O
the depth of the riches, both of the wisdom
and knowledge of God! how unsearchable
are his judgments, and his ways past finding out!"
How marvelously God planned it all for
me to come to Landour, the time of my
coming and Sister Eunice Landis as a companion. At first I scarce could believe this
was God's way but now fully convinced. I
was as the blind man in Mark 8:23, who
was led by Jesus outside the city where he
received his sight. I'm so glad my hand
was in Christ's hand and He led me by a
path I knew not.
"I do not try to see my way,
Before, behind, or left or right;
I COM not tell what dangers gray
Do haunt my steps, nor at what height
Above the sea nvy path doth wind;
For I am blind.
Yet not without a guide I wend
My unseen way, by day, by night;
Close by my side there walks a Friend,—
Strong, tender, true; I trust His sight;
He sees my way before, behind,
Though I am blind."
—Author Unknown.
This seemed so well to fit my experience
so I pass it on.
So glad in times of trial and test God
verifies His promises to us. Isaiah 51:12.
"I, even I, am he that comforteth you,"
and Isaiah 41:13, "For I the Lord thy God
will hold thy right hand," and Isaiah 41:10,
"Fear thou not; for I am with thee: be not
dismayed; for I am thy God: I will
strengthen thee; yea, I will help thee; yea,
I will uphold thee with the right hand of
my righteousness."
After spending four weeks in the hospital, I am again back to my lodging where
I first arrived for a change from the heat.
I hope to soon be able to return to Monghyr
and pick up the straws where I left off.
This small community hospital is indeed
worthy of your prayers and support. Mis-

A Letter to a Retired Pastor
Union, Ohio
R.R. 1, Box 188
August 31, 1951
Isaac and Many Engle
Messiah Home
Harrisburg, Pa.
Dear Brother and Sister in the Lord:
First of all, let me say that there is
nothing that I know of that would prevent
us from enjoying the closest communion
and fellowship with one another. The reason is all too plain and sure. I have what
you have been preaching these many years
and, what is more, I know it beyond the
shadow of a doubt.
It is just as easy for me to tell my spiritual autobiography in writing as it is in
public—I had my first opportunity in about
twenty-five years to tell it last evening at
the Fairview prayer meeting. That was a
glorious opportunity—we had such a snappy
and Spirit-filled meeting like those you
used to enjoy so much.
It may be that you are curious by this
time and would like to know what broke
loose in my life. I'd like to tell you not in
the spirit of bragging, but only in the hope
that in your declining years you can count
one more of your prayers being answered.
In short, about thirty-two years ago through
a glorious meeting in the Dayton Mission
and with Brother William H. Boyer's pray-

ers and guidance, I experienced a savinggrace experience which gave me great
liberty in my soul to testify for the Lord.
But, lo and behold, I ran into a spiritual
ship-wreck when I failed to go on and seek
sanctification as the Church so faithfully
taught and many, many members lived out
before my very eyes. I never really rejected
the teaching of holiness through a second
work of grace, but my trouble was that I
wanted it the easy way without paying the
price. As the result you know what has
happened, fori over twenty-five years — an
unsatisfactory, unproductive Christian life
filled with failures and short-comings of
which I am so ashamed. The plan of
salvation being so simple, I did very many
times repent of the sins that I committed
and promised the Lord that I would not do
them again, but I lacked the power to
resist. If the Lord had taken me at the
end of one of those many renewals, I believe I would have been saved, but now I
truly shudder to think of my doom if I had
died without forgiveness of those troublesome sins and they seem very grevious as
I look back upon them.
The Lord has been especially working on
me for about three years. It is a rather
long story—still trying to find a substitute
for the Spirit-filled life. During that time
I experienced hospitalization, joined the
Gideons and the Christian Business Men's
Committee of Dayton that sponsored the
local Youth for Christ movement and the
famous Drv, Hyman Appelman campaign for
the salvation of souls^ services being held
in the Memorial Hall in Dayton.
All of those had a beneficial effect as was
indicated in our fine conversation we had
when we visited you in the Home about a
year and a half ago. After hearing Dr.
Appelman, a truly wonderful, modern,
spirit-filled evangelist, my faith for saving
grace began to take hold again. Several
meetings at the Mennonite camp meeting
at Ludlow also had its effect—so that by
the time our own Memorial Holiness Camp
started, I had made up my mind I was
going to get the greatest amount of benefit out of it and I had determined that I
would go every evening and as many of the
day sessions as I possibly could in spite of
the busy days of the office.
This kind of a story may not be of any
interest to you, but it is a part of my
spiritual romance and it makes me so happy
to tell it in print. One would expect to get
something out of a camp with that kind of
a strong resolution. I was not disappointed.
I fell in love with Brother Sider's teachings,
his loving mannerism of smiling and hesitation when a powerful truth presented itself, gripped me and my faith was restored
once more. I went to hear his presentation
of the subject, "The Witness of the Spirit"
in the day time during the middle of the
camp. I am sure that a number of the
faithful friends of mine like the ministering
brethren, Dale and Carl Ulery and Ohmer
Herr made special mention of me in their
prayers after noting that particular interest. The last Saturday night Brother Dale
Ulery, bless his dear soul, pressed me
severely by asking, "Do you have the infiling of the Holy Spirit." My answer was
quick—"I am believing for it, but I do not
have the witness of the Spirit." Dale then
asked whether I would be at the meeting on
the last Sunday night of the camp. I replied to him that I would. He stated further
that if one believes it will come.
Well, this story is becoming burdensome
to you I know. The little details matter
so little—the main thing that I am leading

I
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up to the obtaining of the witness of the
blessed Holy Spirit. Before the altar call
came on that Sunday night, I had received
such powerful and magnificent crying blessings that I refused Brother Carl Ulery's
invitation beeause I thought I had received
about all the blessing that I could stand in
one night. However, one thing happened
that I didn't anticipate. My darling wife,
after asking me whether I wanted to go
with her to the altar, marched right out
herself and I began to melt in admiration
of her move. After a further reflection and
encouragement from Emanuel Kohrer, I
thought it was my duty to go myself as encouragement and help to Anna in her quest
for what her heart desired. I did go to the
altar, hoping that I might kneel next to
Anna, but it was filled at that point. I had
to kneel alone, but not for long. Brother
Carl came to pray with me—it was fervent
and with faith, but I knew that the Holy
Spirit would not witness with my spirit
until I myself prayed the prayer of faith.
As soon as he concluded it was not necessary for anyone to give me further instructions—I was so willing and ready to pray
and wanted to get started before some other
worker at the altar would offer a prayer in
my behalf. Dear ones, it seemed to me
like that was the shortest prayer that I ever
prayed in my whole life, but it had more in
it than all the prayers that I had made to
the Lord in the past fifty years of my
Christian life. I wish I could recall all the
words—I'll try some time. In short it contained acknowledgement of sins forgiven
through the atoning blood, the complete
consecration of self and utter abandonment
unto the Lord and his work, the request to
eradicate the last trace of sin, the sin principle from my heart, and then came the
climax—I asked the Lord for the witness
of the Holy Spirit—isn't it really simple,
if one only believes?
Well, glory to God! What a witness and
how unworthy I was to receive it. I was
taught too good by my Brethren in the
Lord to make it necessary to ask the Lord
the second time fori what my heart desired.
It seems to me that the details of the
physical manifestation and blessing received are too sacred to tell anyone who
might not understand, but that is why I
am telling it to you—it floods my soul just
now as I write you and how the tears come
so easily. I am impressed to cut that description short and want to save it until 1
can give you that glowing testimony myself in your presence when we can sing
and shout his praises together. However,
so that you may pass this letter to others
who may enjoy it, I simply want to say
that the quickest way to sum it up is that
I experienced a "Son stroke" at that altar
and I hope that I never recover from it,
until I meet my Master face to face. In
other words, it was spiritual paralysis to
my speech and entire body—let us drop it
at that, except to say that in ten minutes
a t the altar the joys unspeakable and full
of glory that threw me into convulsions of
crying and laughter outweigh one-hundred
fold the so-called earthly pleasures of the
past 50 years of my life.
May the Lord bless you until you say
like I did that you can't stand any more.
At any rate, if you get discouraged about
answers to your prayers you can tell them
what the Lord did for Jesse Cassel after a
blundersome life of over twenty-five years.
Yours in the precious name of Jesus,
Jesse C. Cassel

Saved By A Shoe-Sign
Edwin Raymond' Anderson
OULD you believe that it is entirely possible to be too busy in the
W
work of the Lord? And that in the
very face of the tragic fact, that
many of us are simply not busy
enough, not heeding the divine injunction to be "redeeming the time
because the days are evil" (Eph. 5:
16) ? At least, a good preacherfriend of mine believes that it is entirely possible. And he told me this
little story to prove it.
It was a Saturday evening in a
large mid-western city. He was
scheduled to address a great "Youth
Rally", held in the largest gospel
church in the city, and the meeting
had been well advertised, and a good
array of talent for support. My
friend was seated in his hotel room,
quite worn out after seven solid
weeks of preaching night after night
to large gatherings, in addition to almost daily meetings with the local
preachers, some speaking of the local
radio stations, and any number of
meetings with various groups. He
had been getting to bed so late that
he did not have much time for prayer
and reading of the Word. And he
had to get up so early for some of
these radio engagements, that he
would not have more than a snatch
of time for getting alone with the
Lord before starting out. Yes, he
was a busy man . . . busy in the work
of the Lord.
And somehow, as he sat in his
hotel room, that Saturday evening,
before starting out for the Youth
Rally, he felt suddenly strange and
guilty. Somehow, there crept over
him, the sense of something wrong,
something tragically out of place.
His brow furrowed in thought, and
he lowered his head in his hands.
What ever could it be?
He chanced to glance at the clock
. . . and started. Seven-thirty! And
the meeting was scheduled for eight.
Hurriedly he reached over for his
Bible, thumbed the pages, for what
would be an appropriate message for
the group. He did not have much
chance for reading the Word of late,
being so busy with these various
meetings, you know . . . And then, it
came again. In the thumbing of the
sacred pages. That sense of something wrong, something tragically
out of place
He laid the Bible down, and rose to
his feet. Strange, this feeling. Had
not sensed it before. With furrowed
brow, he walked over to the window,

and gazed at the street below. And it
was not too far below, for his room
was on the fourth floor. Gazing
down one end of the street, and then
the other . . . and at the other end,
found his eyes riveted upon a small
neon sign set in the center of a window of one of the stores.
He found himself almost rooted to
the spot, staring at the sign, until it
would almost seem that the neon, had
crept from the wiring of the letters,
and wrapped itself around his heart.
And perhaps it had, in a way.
For my friend was looking across
at a small shoe repair shop. And the
small, neon sign, set in the center of
the window, carried the message.
"Repairing While You Waif
And then, it came upon him floodfull! He knew now, what had been
wrong, what had seemed so strange,
so out of place. He had been too busy
in the work of the Lord. He was so
busy in the work of the Lord, that he
had less and less and less time for the
Lord of the work. When he thumbed
his Bible . . . it was for a text. When
he prayed . . . it was either for the
meeting past, or the meeting to come,
and for the blessing and help of
everyone else. The veil and the shadow had slipped between, and the Man
of Calvary had almost become the
"Stranger . . . of Galilee".
"Repairing While You Wait". And
so, he realized his greatest need. Repair of soul. A return to the Lord
who had been allowed to slip into the
tragic second-place. A waiting upon
Him, rather than a working for Him.
"And so it was, Ed", he said softly,
"so it was. That sign in the shoestore saved my spiritual life. And
probably the chap that owns that
store thinks that he was only repairing . . . soles!"
And reader, there is a fascinating
little "extra" to this story. My
preacher-friend wrote me about it a
few days later . . .
"Remember me telling you of that
experience in the hotel room, and the
sign in the shoe repair shop Well,
Ed, the Lord had a hand in that more
than I ever knew at the time. The
chap that ran the store came into the
meeting that night, and was saved!
And when I mentioned a bit about his
sign, he stared in surprise, and almost started to run! It seems that he
forgot to shut it off, for he never had
it on for Saturday evenings! But I
just laid a hand on his shoulder, and
said, 'Brother, I'll gladly pay the bill
for that extra lighting' . . ."
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"Upon The Handmaids"
ed us. But within us we were asking,
"When will we be visited with a gracious outpouring of the Holy Ghost?
What price shall we pay for a revival
in our Upland congregation?"
This past Friday evening the ones
and the twos knelt at the altar. There
was an unusual spirit of liberty and
victory. As we left the church, we remarked to someone, "The majority
can not prevent the minority from
ND ALSO upon the servants and having the full blessing on their
upon the handmaids in those souls." The lightness of the atmosdays will I pour out my spirit".
phere made us wonder if the burden
This morning we are standing be- for the meeting had lifted.
fore you because God has given us a
We retired and enjoyed a most
message He has asked us to give to restful
sleep but awakened with a
the church.
consciousness of God's presence in
Seven years ago Wednesday we time to hear the clock strike four
came to California for the first time. Saturday morning. With that we
I recall the first prayer-meeting. We
immediately felt as one of you.
We have marvelled at your missionary zeal. This morning the
sound of the young people's feet
bringing them late to our morning
worship service was music to my ears
for I knew again they were returning
from the out-Sunday Schools where
they had carried the story of Jesus
to those who did not come here. Upland College stands as a memorial of
those who through vision, prayer
and tears, plus sacrifice have made
it possible for our young people to
have a Christian Education. It gives
me a strange thrill to think again we
are moving into a new area and
Japan will be touched by our Church
because of the burden of some here
and elsewhere.
The Lord has moved in sending the
burden of prayer. For months there
have been prayer-meetings in various homes because the Lord laid the sensed, "This is your day of visitaconcern on some of our handmaids— tion of the Holy Ghost. The prayers,
the laity of the flock. We take no groanings, tc^rs, and confessions of
credit to ourselves for this because my people have been accepted. This
we have not attended regularly, but is your special day of visitation".
as we moved in and out of the prayer
Immediately this morning's worcircles at times we sensed the pres- ship
service appeared before me. I
ence of God.
saw the balcony, the side rooms, the
This prayer concern has intensified main auditorium filled with people.
during the services of the past week. Yet the people did not look as you do
One of our ministers who has been this morning. I did not see any perable to attend said in his ministry he sonalities in particular, but the
often experienced the burden on the church was filled with people—people
saints for a day or two at a time, weighed, down with shackles on their
but this burden has intensified dur- hands and feet. People shackled
ing the past five afternoons.
ready to be taken to the slave marWe are conscious of the fact the ket. I immediately knew who the
Lord has stooped low and visited the bidders were—Jesus Christ and
United States with revival during the Satan.
past two years. We have rejoiced as
Again the missionary enterprises
reports of revivals in our colleges and of this group appeared before me—
cities, in our own church have reach- our Gospel Team who are probably
The following was given to the Upland, Calif. Brethren in Christ
Church on Sunday Aug. 5, 1951 by
Sr. Lucille Lady, wife of Bishop Jesse
Lady. Its message is sufficiently
general that some value should be derived by the church-at-large. The
Holy Ghost witnessed to the occasion
and general melting <of the church
was realized. Editor.
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beginning their ministry to the Japanese today, our brethren and sisters
who have carried and are carrying
the Gospel to the uttermost part of
the earth. And I said, "Is it possible?
Am I seeing correctly?" But there
they were—people bound hand and
foot with heavy shackles. One by
one the shackles took on messages.
The most frequent and heavy
shackles were those of misunderstandings that had grown into deepseated malice and even hatred between individuals. I saw them not
only carrying the individuals themselves to Hell but also dragging their
families with them because of the atmosphere that had been created in
the homes.
Then there were the shackles of
legalism. So diligent had been the
effort to carry out the letter of the
New Testament, that, the attitude of
the Pharisees and Sadducees had enveloped people. More interested were
they in carrying out the program of
the church, the visitations, the neavy
weekly schedule of the church had become routine until the anointing of
the Spirit had been lost and the contagion of the Christ ineffective.
The shackles of home and family
life were many. Is it possible that the
best God has entrusted to man's welfare on earth has become bondage?
But there people were so enchained
with love for their families and providing a beautiful home for their enioyment that they had forgotten to
love Christ more than these tangible
things. Christ could not send them to
needy areas to which He was entrusting them because they were shackled
by their homes and families.
Shackles of worldliness appeared. So
engaged were they in pleasure seeking that indeed they were dead while
they lived. Worldly ambitions, greed,
and pride had laid hold. Business
deals were planned right under the
sound of the Gospel in church services. Souls had not died out to the
love of world and had not been made
alive unto the love of God. There were
shackles of empty professions. Dead
bones, hearts of stone under the profession of Christianity! Shackles of
confusion laid hold followed by that
most deadening of shackles, that of
lukewarmness, until "thou knowest
not that thou art wretched, and
miserable, and poor, and blind, and
naked."
The awful shackles of a critical
spirit and tongue had laid hold until
confidence in each other had been endangered. Tongues that had been
created to praise and pray had been
taken over by gossip.
Shackles of unconfessed sin of
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various nature have laid hold. The
very foundations of our social structure, purity, and morals have been
shaken.
The shackles of unbelief have so
bound that few mighty works
through the Holy Ghost can be
worked.
And I said, "Who can help us?" So
many and so horrible were the
shackles!
Again the consciousness came,
"This is your day of visitation of the
Holy Ghost."
I saw as it were a cloud settling
down beautifully and sweetly over
the heads of the shackled people—the
cloud of the sacred Holy Spirit. Let
us cherish Him!
But immediately the words came,
"My Spirit shall not always strive
with man".
The four series of meetings during
the past year appeared before me.
Brother Gilmore came all the way
from Eastern Canada, then Dr.
Couchenour of the National Holiness
Association ministered for a week,
our own Brother Burkholder bared
his soul to us last spring in an unusual manner, and now God has sent
Brother Rosenberry who knows how
to pray and believe God.
Yet so many came only Sunday
morning during these services. It
seemed as though they were thinking
that for what they did not hear they
were not responsible. Our responsibility is not avoided that easily. These
services are accessible and we are
responsible whether we take advantage or not. We have the open Bible
whether we read it or not.
Again the words came, "My Spirit
shall not always strive with man".
The consciousness that God could not
be a just God and do otherwise came
very vividly. It has been so ordained
that the Spirit reveals Himself
through human instrumentality. Intercessory prayer requires energy,
time, and one's very life. This burden could not be justly left here if
hearts continue to reject Him. Hearts
that have had four opportunities for
special series of meetings in the past
year alone! That does not include
our opportunities to hear the Gospel
week in and week out.
The teeming millions of Japan,
Formosa, eastern Europe, and Russia
flashed before me. How much they
are needing these prayers of intercession ! Only now are we as a group
beginning to touch these areas. Even
Russia is again opening and crying
for the glorious gospel of the Lord
Jesus Christ.

(15)
Friends, I do not know how longsome will be allowed to stay here and
work with a people who have had so
many opportunities. In other lands,
some have never heard.
"For the time is come that judgment must begin at the house of God:
And if the righteous scarcely be
saved, where shall the ungodly and
the sinner appear?"

You Can Be An Optimist
(Continued from page four)
time and a hard road to travel? No!
Never! After their opposers had
beaten them, the Scripture says,
"They departed from the presence of
the council, rejoicing that they were
counted worthy to suffer shame for
his name." (Acts 5:41)
Later when Paul and Silas were
imprisoned, with their feet in stocks,
their optimism broke forth in singing praises to God at midnight. And
God's answer to their praying and
singing was a great earthquake.
God grant that in the realization of
all the good things which we enjoy
we might never be found guilty of
being classified with those who are
called pessimists. May our experience be similar to the man who relates this incident—
"Once I got hard up and went
down and sold the best suit I had to
get bread, and I had my shoes halfsoled, and that night some fellow
stole my shoes, and the next morning
the snow was ten inches deep, and I
got up and looked out of the window,
and I said, "I would rather have feet
and no shoes than shoes with no
feet." That is the spirit of optimism.
It is the safety of the soul of the
Christian believer, regardless of
what may come into his life that
gives him triumphant optimism. Perhaps you have helped to sing that
hymn of the church, "It is Well with
My Soul", but do you know how it

came about that those words were
written? In 1874 a steamship traveling from America to France carried
among others a Mrs. Spafford and her
four children. In mid-ocean there
was a collision with a large sailing
vessel, causing the steamer to sink in
a half hour. Nearly all on board the
ship were lost. The four Spafford
children were among those that were
lost, but Mrs. Spafford was picked up
by a sailor while rowing over the
spot where the vessel disappeared.
Ten days later she was landed in
Wales and from there cabled to her
husband in Chicago the message,
"Saved alone." He immediately left
f o r ' England to bring his wife to
Chicago and it was some time after
their return to that city that Mr.
Spafford wrote this hymn, "It is
Well with My Soul" in commemoration of the death of his children.
The comforting fact about the incident was that a short time prior to
their sailing for Europe the children
had been converted. Here are two
stanzas of the hymn; notethe optimistic spirit in face of this terrific loss
and breaking of human ties.
"When peace, like
my way,
When sorrows like
Whatever my lot,
me to say,
'It is well with my

a river,

attendeth

sea-billows roll;
Thou hast taught
soul.'

"Though Satan should buffet, tho'
trials should come,
Let this blest assurance control,
That Christ hath regarded my helpless estate,
And hath shed His own blood for my
soul."
I might also add that this hymn,
we are told, was heard by a man who
had suffered great financial reverses
in the panic of 1899. He was in very
deep despondency. When he heard
the story of the hymn he exclaimed;
"If Spafford could write such a beautiful resignation hymn I will never
complain again."
Let us ask God to help us now—
Dear Lord, when we realize what
some of your children have gone
through and with what triumph they
came out on the other side, it certainly brings encouragement and blessing
to our own souls. We would pray
Thee to help just now all your children who have been listening, to find
that marvelous grace in our Lord
and Saviour that they too may have
cheer and optimism that will convince, their unsaved friends and
loved ones that it does pay to serve
Jesus. We pray in His name. Amen.
Shippensburg,

Penna.

Evangelical Visitor

(16)
Shoulder to Shoulder
Just after the Boer War a man
bought sixty cavalry horses. One day
while they were grazing in a large
field, there came down the road an
old-fashioned coach, the guard of
which sounded his horn. Instantly
every horse was on its feet, nostrils
quivering with excitement. At the
second blast of the trumpet, the
horses came galloping from all over
the field, to form themselves into two
lines, shoulder to shoulder, ready to
charge. If every Christian would respond when Christ calls, and stand
shoulder to shoulder, ready to go His
bidding, the hosts of Satan would be
driven from their strongholds.
—Christian Herald.

eighteen inches long with a door in
one end and an inner .compartment
permitting the smoke and heat to go
out between the compartments and
heating the inner one for baking of
biscuits which all settlers said were
good.
We did not have any modern conveniences. The kerosene lamp was
very up to date. Gathering around
the table with the kerosene lamp
shedding its cheerful rays, the meal
was enjoyed by all the family. Then
before retiring the family Bible was
opened and a portion read from God's
Word and then upon our knees we
would humbly thank God for the
many things He had blessed us with,
which of course included the kerosene lamp. Such times of devotion

Fifty Years A g o
(Continued from page two)
tered from the prairie winds. Perhaps
you will say that was a hard life and
indeed it was. But when father or
husband or brother arrived home
with supplies and special gifts for
mother and children, in the 'cozy
home they were all happy and had
much to be thankful for.
Another problem was the water
supply. There was some water in
canyons for stock and even in some
cases was used for household purposes. There were some wells but
they were of very hard "gypsum"
water. 'Cisterns were few because
of the sod roof houses. But in the
hills were good springs from which
much water was hauled for household use and especially for washing.
AH was not so convenient but when
the washing was done and the ironing finished there was thankfulness
that the week's laundry was done
once more.
Most people raised their own beef,
chickens and sometimes turkeys. We
also had our dairy products. In the
winter, quails were hunted which
were very good. There was little
cultivated fruit but we gathered wild
grapes, plums and currants.
The heating systems were not
modern either. One family of eight
used a coal stove for cooking and
heating. That one was called a
monkey or pony stove. Small at the
grate and flaring out at the top, it
provided room for two or four small
iids where the bacon was friend,
beans cooked, and coffee prepared.
How was the baking done? We had
a drum or pipe oven, round, twelve or
fourteen inches in diameter, about

were something to be thankful for
even under primitive conditions.
We had no large haybarnsnor grade
"A" dairy barns, but had bank sheds
or shelters for our stock. The feed
was mostly bundled maize or kaffir
corn with grain left on, if there had
been enough rainfall to make grain;
and this was thrown over the fence
and the stock ate off the ground. The
milk cows were also fed cotton seed.
In summertime the cows were milked
outside in a wire fence lot. The young
calves were kept in the milking pen
and morning and night the cows were
driven there from the pasture and
turned with the calves. When the
calves had sufficient nourishment
they were driven into a corner of the
lot and some of the small children
were given switches to keep the
calves confined in the corner until
the milking was finished. This made
the children feel indispensable to the

milking business. When a neighboring family came visiting and left
again with only two children, a small
lad asked, "Is that all the children
they have"? Upon being informed
that they had only two children, he
again asked, "How do they ever get
the milking done"? These humorous
events brightened the way.
On one occasion a new family of
settlers stayed a few days with other
settlers with whom they were earlier
acquainted. The two families con-'
sisted of ten children and four adults.
So beds must be made for the children. The dining table was upturned
to make a tiny bed and another wee
girl 'asked early the next morning,
"Has somebody lost the table"? So,
as we look back, smiles come as well
as tears and a lump in our throat because of the loss of loved ones.
We had many spiritual helps along
the way for which we were thankful.
We did not have a church in the
neighborhood so some folks, feeling a
need, started cottage prayer meetings. These were not always in cottages but often in dugouts and moved
from one home to another to make
the rounds of the neighborhood. We
had good times together and the Lord
was just as willing to hear, help, and
bless us as the apostle Paul in the
Roman prison or the prophet Jeremiah in the miry dungeon. We had
Sunday School in vacant houses and
named it "Canyondale" in which
name literature was ordered.
We also had our social life. After
Sunday School some families, when
invited, would have dinner with their
neighbors and would visit in the
afternoon.
Sunday School under
those conditions and the rich social
contacts was some thing to be thankful for fifty years ago.
And I do not feel like saying as did
Jacob to Pharaoh when asked his
age, "The days of my pilgrimage are
an hundred and thirty years. Few
and evil have the days of my life
been." But I would rather say as did
the psalmist, "Lord Thou hast been
our dwelling place in all generations.
Before the mountains were brought
forth or ever Thou hadst formed the
earth, even from everlasting to everlasting Thou art God." Yes, we had
many things to be thankful for fifty
years ago.
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